j82	BEYOND HORIZONS
As we came down the Norwegian coast in the S\ollern, Amund-
sen and I sat lazily on the collier's afterdeck one morning, content
to bask in the July sunshine and gaze indolently into the fjords as
the steamer passed their mouths. My sea-chest was on the deck
near us, and Amundsen idly studied its marks.
"L. E.," he said in a musing way.
"Yes," I replied, mildly wondering, "my initials."
"Yours," said the master explorer, a ghost of a smile playing on
his lips, "and Leif Ericson's."
That I took for my diploma. Apprenticeship was over.
XIV   START OF THE NORGE
B
UT the mystery of the North remained a mystery.   Our
flight of 1925 had carried us higher on the European side
than any other men had ever penetrated, but we could re-
gard it only as a path-finding effort—the pioneer demonstration of
the practicability of the heavier-than-air flying machine as a vehicle
of exploration in the polar regions.   Soon the planes of others—
Wilkins, Byrd, and Mawson among them—would be humming
over Arctic and Antarctic snows; but Amundsen and I were first to
venture with aeroplanes into the unknown at either end of the earth.
Beyond that horizon which we had almost seen, on the American
side of the North Pole, lay a million square miles of the earth's
surface, unexplored. What was in there?   Land, everyone thought
—Crocker Land, Harris Land, Keenan's Land, call it what you
would.  It was all hypothetical, all a theory.
Before we left Kings Bay on our way south, Amundsen and I
had agreed to attack the Arctic unknown during the following
year, 1926, on a truly grand scale. After our experience in the leads,
we turned favourably toward the lighter-than-air ship, the dirigible
balloon. Its advantages for the Arctic were immense flying range
and ability to hover at low altitudes to allow explorers to make their
observations without actually landing on the ice.

